AN Exoligue NOVELETTE 


“SECRETARY'S REVENGE" 


by 


Jeanne Carter 


Copy might = 1957 


All Rights Reserved 


Published by 


Burmel Publishing Company 
1576 Broadway 
New York 36, N. Y. 


“SECRETARY'S REVENGE” 


by 


Jeanne Carter 


* * * 


Leonard Grayson fought desperately to 
keep himself calm and serene. No good could 
come of his letting his temper explode now. 
And besides, it was not anything important. 
How many times in the past seven months had 
Miss Benson forgotten to take the out-going 
mail with her when she left the night before? 
He, himself, had taken to having her prepare 
the really important letters so that he could 
mail them on his way home. 


No, it was not the fact that last night's 
mail was still on her desk that had him so 
burned up. And he knew exactly what it was. 
Only he didn’t want to face it squarely. 


But if only she knew how lucky she was. 
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If only she could know! She was only twenty- 
three and already she had started to com- 
plaining about the lot that life seemed to hold 
for her. 


“My God!’’ Leonard thought poignantly. 
**My God in heaven!”’ 


She shoved back her chair so that it 
scraped on the floor as she stood up, picked 
up her stenographic pad and came over to 
his desk. Surreptiously, he watched her re- 
flection in the mirror which he had had in- 
stalled on the far wall. Ostensibly that mir- 
ror had been to cover a marred spot on that 
mahogany panelled wall, but that damaged 
panel could have been replaced for much less 
than the mirror had cost. 


He had wanted the mirror so he could 
watch Miss Benson as she moved about the 
office without her knowing that he was watch- 
ing her. For she would have never understood. 
Of that, he was sure. The lucky ones never 
understood that they were the lucky ones. 


She was wearing a tailored dress of soft, 
green wool which draped itself perfectly to 
the swelling roundness of her lush figure. As 
she took each step, the shapliness of her lush 


thighs was patently revealed--a shapliness 
that terminated in an undulating triangle that 
shifted up and down with each step, the kind 
of undulating triangle formed just below the 


waist on a shapely woman whose clothes fit 
her well. 


Her flesh colored hose were sheer and 
expensive, clinging to her rounded calves 
and revealing the cording of those delicate 
muscles when she walked. And her shoes-- 
black patent leather with cut out toe, plat- 
form soles and stiletto heels that must have 
been all of five and a half inches tall. 


He saw all this--and all the rest of her, 
her breasts bobbing deliciously in the tightly 
buttoned green bodice, her narrow waist neat- 
ly nipped in by the wide, black, patent leather 
cincher belt, her long red hair cascading down 
around her shoulders in shimmering waves, 
the way she used her makeup so as not to have 
that overpainted look. Yes, in the short mo- 
ments it took her to gather up her pad and 
come over to his desk, he saw all there was 
to be seen. 


And despite his determination to be sen- 


sible and calm and serene, he hated her-- 
hated her beauty, hated the way her lush figure 
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bulged in perfection proportion in all the right 
places, hated the knowledge she had picked up 
about make-up, about clothes. No one item 
about her was so overdone as to attract atten- 
tion to it, but he knew--because he had watch- 
ed her on the streets--she was the kind of 
woman who could not walk through a crowded 
hotel lobby without drawing the eyes of every 
one there--envious if their owner was femi- 
nine, admiring if a man was watching her sway 
her way wherever she was going. 


So why couldn't he admire her? Leo- 
nard wondered futilely. For deep down in his 
heart, he knew. And as much as һе felt he 
hated Lorna Benson, he knew that he hated 
that secret knowledge even more. 


But he wouldn’t give in to it. He wouldn't, 
No more would he run the risks he had been 
taking for so long. He had to get over this 
thing. And he would. The kids were in their 
teens now. It didn't matter that his passion-- 
his diabolical passion--was not really evil. 


Normal people would never understand 
that. They wouldn't want to understand. De- 
spite their lip service about being open-mind- 
ed and charitable and all the rest, deep in their 
hearts most people were really very smug and 


very little and very anxious to uncover some 
dirt in the private life of somebody like him. 


“Аге there any letters this morning, 
Mr. Grayson?’’ Lorna Benson’s husky voice 
asked at his shoulder. 


**Why--why yes, Miss Benson'!’’ he 
Stammered, jerking up his appointment book. 
'""Uh--just a moment. Ah--here we are.” 


Rapidly he dictated a letter to Jefferson 
Carson, explaining that it would be impossible 
for him to look at his new line of fabrics until 
the following week due to the buyer's conven- 
tion he was to attend in Chicago this week end. 
Next, he dictated a letter to the bank in which 
he enclosed his personal check for four hun- 
dred dollars which represented the last in- 
stallment on the mortgage he had taken on the 
home he had bought for Mildred when he had 
first learned.that they were to be parents four- 
teen years ago. 


Miss Benson's eyes sought his when he 
dictated that '*Very truly yours." There was 
genuine admiration shining in her sea green 
eyes fringed with the longest golden eyelash- 
es he had ever seen. ''I--Idon't mean to be 
impertinent, Mr. Grayson,'' she said in her 


low, throaty voice, ''but I congratulate you.” 


“For what, Miss Benson?'' An inex- 
plicable warmness began to shove some of 
the hate back. He knew this was a new trick 
on her part, but he was the kind of man who 
thrived on approval. And this unforeseen ad- 
miration in her eyes and voice had a melting 
effect on him. 


‘*Well,’’ she said, her voice frank and 
sincere, ''I happened to type up your applica- 
tion for five thousand more dollars of life 
insurance last week, so although I was very 
surprised, I--I know your age now. 


**I--I have long admired the way you've 
run your business, inviting the Union in, fight- 
ing along beside your employees to keep the 
racketeers out. I've seen how genuinely sym- 
pathetic you are when an emergency comes 
up in the life of one of your employees- -like 
last month when you paid Sam, the porter, 
two weeks pay that even he knew he didn't 
have coming just because his wife had twins. 


“And now to have you dictate this letter 
in which you thank the bank for their kindness 
while you were paying off the thirty-five thou- 
sand dollar mortgage on your home. There 
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aren't many thirty-two year old men who have 
done all this. I--I admire you, Mr. Grayson. 
And I--I envy you. Much more than--than you 
can ever know,” 


His eyes were burning into his when she 
finished this, the longest single speech he had 
ever heard her make since he had decided to 
employ her seven months before despite the 
fact that her references were not what he us- 
ually required. 


She had been so anxiously eager: ‘‘Just 
give me a try-out,’’ she had asked urgently 
when he had complimented her on her steno- 
graphic and typing speed but had been about to 
suggest that she needed more experience than 
she seemed to have at present. 


"Iknow I lack experience,’’ she had told 
him. ''But I'm willing to work hard and I pro- 
mise you that I'm one of the quickest learners 
you've ever known.” 


So he had hired her. And she had lived 
up to her promises. There was just that one 
fault she had. Two or three times every week, 
she forgot to take the evening's outgoing mail 
out to the letter drop. But the fact that she had 
never called in sick during her seven months 
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here, the fact that she was not always hanging 
on the telephone sending some love-sick man’s 
blood pressure skyrocketing with phony pro- 
mises and stuff like that. . .more than made 
up for this one fault she had. 


**I--I hope what I said didn't offend you, 
Mr. Grayson,’’ she said lowly and he started 
as he realized that he had been so engrossed 
in his thoughts that he must have made her 
uneasy. 


'"W'w'why, certainly you haven't offend- 
ed me,’’ he blurted, ‘‘I--I’m very--very proud 
to know you feel as you do, Miss Benson." He 
felt his face getting hot and by the look in her 
eyes, he knew he must be blushing. 


He hated that tendency he had to blush. 
But he had never been able to check it. When- 
ever he began to be embarrassed the hot blood 
flooded his face, slowly etching a crimson 
triangle from the base of his jaw all the way 
up his cheeks to his eyes. 


‘*Uh--get those typed as quickly as you 
can, Miss Benson,’’ he told her, and began 
fishing through the orders on his desk with 
alacrity. 
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Out of the corner of his eyes, he saw 
her get up and start away. Now his eyes 
shifted to the mirror again. Her matchless 
hips, voluptuously delieneated by the soft 
green wool swept majestically up, around, 
and down with suck precise sensual appeal 
that the palms of his hands were suddenly 
moist. Then she was putting some station- 
ary into her electric typewriter. 


Now that she had gone back to her desk, 
Leonard found himself trying to revamp his 
thinking about Miss Lorna Benson. She was 
one of the most efficient secretaries he had 
ever employed but he had not liked her be- 
cause he had thought of her as vain and 
shallow, 


Those perfectly matched ensembles she 
wore to work, the way her seems were always 
straight, the fact that never once had he de- 
tected perspiration beading her brow--she al- 
ways seemed so perfectly groomed. And the 
way she sidestepped the attempts of many of 
the salesmen who came to the office when they 
tried to date her up. . .had all helped to con- 
vince him that Miss Lorna Benson was not at 
all the shy, eager, ambitious little woman he 
had impulsively decided to employ that day 
seven months before, 
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But now. . .he wasn't sure that his 
revised estimate of her had been correct. 
There had been a strange something in her 
eyes just now when she had been talking to 
him--a sort of hauntedness which he could 
not account for. 


The girl had everything, looks, figure, 
a good job, and her youth. Several times, he 
had chanced to overhear her speaking on the 
telephone to someone to whom she had actu- 
ally complained of her lot in life. He had 
assumed that she, like so many shallow 
young girls of her age and times, wanted to 
meet some wealthy man who would devote 
his fortune to giving her all the good things 
life had to afford. 


And this was another of Leonard’s pet 
peeves. Mildred had married him when he 
had less than five hundred dollars in the 
bank. She had worked for seven months after 
they were married until her little tummy had 
been bulging so much that her employer had 
decided she should stay at home. And even 
after that, Mildred had devoted herself to 
being his helpmate, his confidente. How 
many times had she sliced right through the 
deadwood to help him see the practical de- 
cision to make. 
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And she was so understanding--so very, 
very understanding. He had thought Miss Ben- 
son unworthy of being thought of in the same 
comparison with Mildred. But now, he didn't 
know about that. He just didn't know. 


He heard her chair scrape back again 
and instinctively his eyes sought the mirror a- 
gain. She was bringing the envelopes and the 
letters over for him to sign and take for mail- 
ing. That walk she had was a thing of grace. 
She seemed to sort of glide along, revealing 
the lushness of her perfect body with each 
mincing step. 


Then she was reaching him the letters 
with their respective envelopes clamped over 
them. He did not bother to check them over; 
he knew by now that they would be letter per- 
fect. When he looked up from signing his 
name, he found her still standing next to his 
desk. 


‘‘Uh--yes, Miss Benson,'' he said, look- 
ing up into her eyes and convincing himself 
that there was a tormented look there in those 
sea green depths, ‘‘is--is there something... 
the matter?”” 


**May--may I speak frankly, Mr. Grayson?” 
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Her husky voice trembled with emotion. 


Oh, oh, so that was it. So because she 
knew what he had done for Sam, she was going 
to try to put the bite on him. Well, he’d soon 
make it clear that while he was a sympathetic 
man when people had real emergencies, he was 
not the kind of soft touch she surely must be 
looking for. 


‘‘Go right ahead, Miss Benson,” he said, 
leaning back, and staring into her eyes. 


‘*It’s--well, sir, I--I have been happier 
working for you than on any job I've ever work- 
ed. And I want you--'" 


“Ате you trying to tell me that you've de- 
cided to be married and you're giving me the 
customary notice ?’’ he impulsively xxr m her 
out--that is, he tried to. 


**Oh, no! No, it's not that. It--it's just 
that I--I find it impossible to go on under false 
colors any longer, and I--I--'' 


‘*False colors, Miss Benson? I--I'm 
afraid I don't understand? Are you--are you 
trying to tell me that your name isn't Benson? 
That you--that you're in trouble with the law?’ 
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**Look sir,’’ she blurted, ''I--I know 
that--that-- Well, look--if I give you my ad- 
dress, will you come to see me tomorrow? 
Tommorow is Saturday, you know. And--well, 
I--I have a big problem. Only I--I think I can 
show it to you much clearer than I can explain 
it. Please say you'll come. It--it's most im- 
portant.”” 


He studied her face a long moment. The 
anxiety, the urgency, the poignant plaintiveness 
he saw burning in her expressive eyes touched 
a responsive chord deep in his secret self, 
`*1--Г11 be happy to соте,’ he told her softly. 
** Will eleven o’clock in the morning be all 
right?” 


**Eleven o'clock will be just fine, sir. 
And. . .and thanks. Thanks awfully." His 
eyes watched her swivel hip back to her desk. 


When he came back from lunch, he found 
that she had typed her address on a blank sheet 
of paper and had left it on his desk with some 
other correspondence she had completed. He 
folded the sheet of paper, placed it in his wal- 
let and resolutely went to signing the letters 
She had typed. 


For he wouldn't let himself try to antici- 
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pate this strange turn of events any longer. It 
would all be explained to him tomorrow. Still, 
it was one thing to say he would push it all out 
of his mind, but another thing to actually do it. 


Besides, thinking about it helped take 
his mind off his own problem. Maybe that was 
the answer. Maybe he needed to fling himself 
headlong into some extra mental activity which 
would leave him no time to be bitter. Or was 
that possible? 


Now what could her problem be that 
she couldn't talk about? Maybe it was her 
mother? Could it be that she had a mother 
who was suffering from some incurable mal- 
ady and she wanted to know whether it would 
be kinder to send her mother to some institu- 
tion-- Lots of girls had that kind of problem. 
Or could it be that some unscrupulous man had 
some secret information about her past that he 
was holding over her head? Or could it be that-- 
or this--or could it be... .? 


All that afternoon, his restive mind toyed 
with possibilities but at quitting time, he was 
no closer to a solution than he had been at din- 
ner. He watched her close up her desk, turn 
and wave goodbye and glide out of the office. 
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And he couldn't help smiling as he moved 
towards the outer door when he glanced on her 
desk and found that the outgoing mail basket 3 
was overflowing again. As usual, she had for- 
gotten to take the mail out with her. He picked » 
it up and took it out with him. 


When he started up his car and swung 
out into the early evening traffic, his mind 
promptly discarded all thought of Lorna Ben- 
Son and returned to the problem which had 
been torturing him all the morning. 


There was no getting around it, he told 
himself firmly, for the twentieth time. Yes- 
terday had been too close for comfort. He 
couldn't risk it again. 


` But how was he going to maintain a nor- 
mal appearance at home when now what en- 
abled him to play the role of a normal father 
and husband was to be forever denied him? 


One of the most pleasant memories of 
his life had always been the night that his 
daughter Louise had been born. He had stayed 
right with Mildred until they had put him out of 
the delivery room. And the nurses at the hospi- 
tal had laughingly kidded him that he had had a 
harder time during that birth than she had. 
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So it wasn’t that he didn’t love his child. 
It wasn't that at all. Hadn’t he been the one 
who had suggested adopting Peter when the 
doctor had said that Mildred must never give 
birth to another child? He loved children. 
He was no Satanic monster. 


But either he had to send the children 
away to boarding school or he had to give 
up the one pleasure that had made life bear- 
able for all these years. There was no mid- 
dle ground! That, he knew. 


He sighed heavily as he turned into the 
driveway and pulled up in front of the house. 
A long legged little girl with flying curls I 
bounded off the porch and came flying to him, 
arms outstretched, shrieking joyously: 


'"Daddy! Daddy! You're home. You're 
home.”” 


He opened his arms wide and swooped 
her completely off the ground when she rush- 
ed to him. Warmness welled up inside him as 
he looked down into the piquant little face 
which was a replica of his own. He could never 
send his daughter to a boarding school. 


Nor Peter, the muscular young towhead 
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who rushed around the house, his young should- 
ers bound in the shoulder pads Leonard had 
bought him for his birthday. ''Here, Dad, throw 
me a long one,’’ he said, wheeling the football 
right at Leonard who caught it, gripped it by the 
lacing and sent a high soft pass spiraling down 
the back yard which young Peter gathered in 
gracefully without breaking his graceful stride. 


What father could send these two child- 
ren away? Leonard thought, shaking his head, 
as he went up the steps and unlocked his front 
door. He couldn't! He loved them too much. 
So it was to be the other. There was no way 
out. 


Mildred, as usual, had realized that he 
had not arrived at the point where he could 
talk his problem out with her. So she had pre- 
tended that everything was the same as usual 
although she knew that Louise had nearly 
blundered into their boudoir when Leonard had 
been indulging in his secret passion. 


She did not even appear to notice anything 
unusual about Leonard's donning his slippers 
and robe to spend last night down in the rumpus 
room romping with the kids while they watched 
television. No man ever had a wife so wonderful 
as Mildred was, he had told himself just before 
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going to sleep last night. 


Glancing at his watch, Leonard saw that 
it was a quarter to eleven. He had decided to 
throw himself headlong into Lorna Benson's 
problem, whatever it was, hoping that such 
altruistic activity on his part would enable 
him to think less and less of the tremendous 
personal loss his private life was faced with. 


Lorna Benson seemed to live in one of 
those projects where every house is nearly 
the same. He had to get out the slip of paper 
from his wallet to check the address again. 
Now he found the street and then he found 
the house. 


It was a nice bungalow painted yellow 
with a yellow picket fence around it. Two 
small boys were playing with a shaggy dog 
on the front porch. Leonard was surprised 
to note the resemblance they bore to his 
secretary. Probably her younger brothers, 
he decided as he rang the bell. The older lad 
must be at least ten; Lorna couldn’t possibly 
be the mother of a boy that old. 


A pleasant faced woman of about twen- 


ty-seven came to the door. Her plump face 
became slightly quizzical when she opened the 
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door and found him standing there on the porch. 
“Yes?” she said softly. 

‘*Uh--I--I’m Leonard Grayson. I--Uh-- 
Lorna Benson does live here, doesn't--"' ` 


**Won't you come in, Mr. Grayson?'' the 
woman said, opening the door for him. ''We've 
been expecting you. My hus--uh--Lorna will 
be out in a minute. May--may I offer you a 
cup of tea? °° 


**I--I don't believe I caught your name--"' 
‘It’s Benson. Mrs. Lawrence Benson.” 


'*Oh, I--Itake it you're Lorna's sister- 
in-law.” 


She smiled an odd little smile but did not 
answer. ''Excuse me a minute, please, she 
said. ''I just remembered I have to send the 
boys on an errand.’’ She stepped to the front 
door and called the two boys. 


Leonard did not mean to eavesdrop but 
he heard her give the two lads rather extensive 
instructions about some shopping she wanted 
them to do. And he heard their yells of glee 
when she told them they could each spend a 
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quarter on themselves out of the five dollar 
bill she gave to the older boy. 


“Тһе boys like to spend money,’’ she 
‚said, ''don't they?" 


"Idid when I was a boy,” Leonard ad- 
mitted. 


Just then, Lorna entered the room. She 
was wearing one of the most daring negligees 
he had ever seen. It was Crepe-de-chine 
tinted pink silk with a camisole top trimmed 
with embrodiery to match the fluffy edges and 
hems. Her dainty feet were clad in yellow 
slippers of soft appearing kid leather termina- 
ting in pencil spikes all of four inches tall and 
there were no rugs on the floor so each step 
gave off a clack, clack, clack that was most 
pleasant to Leonard's ears. 


He started to get up but she motioned 
him to remain seated. She moved over to the 
blue curved chaise lounge and seated herself 
immediately across from the big arm chair 
where he was seated. Now, she patted the 
Space next to her and nodded her head at the 
plump, pleasant faced housewife who stood 
hesitantly near the door, an anxious look on 
her face. 
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Lorna patted the chaise lounge again 
and the woman slowly moved across the room, _ 
an imploring look shining in her eyes. 1 


Lorna daintily crossed her shapely legs, 
seemingly not conscious that this movement 
revealed an almost three inch expanse of her 
creamy thighs with her sheer black hose го11- 
ed neatly just above her dimpled knees--hose 
that were supported in part by slender blue 
leather straps descending from the blue gar- 
ter belt which could be seen dimly through 
the diaphanous pink negligee; straps which 
ran along her legs accentuating the creamy 
quality of her bared flesh. 


“Мг, Benson,’’ Lorna began in her low, 
musical, husky voice, ''I--I asked you to come 
here today because--I--I have a secret which 
I want to share with you this morning.”” 


"Pearl, here, doesn't think it's wise 
that--that I tell you because she--she is 
afraid you could never understand. But. . .I-- 
Ihave to tell you or--or I'm afraid I'll go out 
of my mind.” 


**Tell me what, Lorna? And before you 


tell me anything, let me tell you this: If this 
is some private matter that doesn't concern 
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anyone but you and your relations, you don°t 
have to tellme. So far as I am concerned. . 
everybody's private life. . .so long as they 
do not impose on anyone else's private life, 
is and should be, as far as I'm concerned, no 
one's business but their own.” 


‘*That’s exactly what I tried to tell 
Lawre--'' the woman called Pearl interrupt- 
ed only to be interrupted by Lorna, who said, 
firmly, 


**Now listen, Pearl. . .I've told you that 
Ihave to tell Mr. Benson this. All right, so 
he can't understand it. . .and I have to look for 
another job. But something impells me to tell 
him this and I don't know exactly why. It--it’s 
just something I have to do. I--I've always 
taken care of you and the boys, haven't I?” 


**But it's such a good job. You're so 
happy and contented working for Mr. Grayson,” 
Pearl wailed. ''I don't see why you have to 
jeopardize your good life now when he, himself, 
made it clear your private life is your own bus- 
iness,” 


“Мг. Grayson,’’ Lorna addressed Leo- 


nard, ignoring Pearl for the moment, ‘‘I can 
see by your face that you’re completely baffled 
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by all this. Well, I'm not trying to be my- 
sterious. All I’m going to ask is that you try 
to understand when I reveal to you mysecret 
which is. . .probably going to shock you more 
than anything you've ever seen in your life.” 


“Are you sure you have to reveal it to 
me, Lorna? As Pearl said, I tried to make 
it clear that you didn't--unless you felt it 
was absolutely necessary." 


“I'm sure, Mr. Grayson. Now. . ‚first, 
let me tell you that Pearl, here. . .is my wife, 
and those two boys you probably saw outside 
playing. . .аге my sons." 


'"W'what?'' gasped Leonard, drawing 
himself erect and squinting his eyes as he 
studied the two of them. 


‘You see, Mr. Grayson--I am a man. 
A normal man who loves women and children 
who works for a living every day like any 
other man. . .except I have one peculiarity-- 
I--I enjoy dressing myself as a woman. Ien- 
joy doing the work for a living that women 
normally do. I--I'm what you call a trans- 
vestite.'' 


**T*th--that's not possible!'' Leonard 
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gasped, steeling himself for the inevitable 
which must come. This Lorna Benson was 
a monster. Someway she had uncovered his 
secret and this was the opening round in a 
campaign of blackmail. 


‘‘Yes, it is possible, Mr. Grayson,” 
Lorna said, standing up suddenly. ''It's pro- 
bably unbelievable. But it's quite possible as 
I shall show you.’’ 


Suddenly raising her hands up to her 
head, she gave them a slight wring, and then 
to Leonard's complete consternation she 
lifted off that long shining red hair revealing 
the close cropped steel gray hair of a man 
who had to be in his early forties. 


Leonard sat there speechless while Lor- 
na reached into one of the negligee pockets and 
produced some tissues. She made five or six 
deft sweeps that removed her make-up en- 
tirely and the smooth male face emerged, 
startling over the diaphonous negligee. 


**Now,*” Lorna said, ''I want you to know 
me--the real me. My name is Lawrence Ben- 
son. I'm thirty-nine years old. I've been 
living and working as a woman for the past 
fifteen years. Pearl knew about my fetish before 
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we were married. I--I’m not a monster or 
mentally deranged, Mr. Grayson. I--I just 
couldn’t go on working for you any longer 
without your knowing it.’’ 


**But--but why tell me? I--I never 
would have guessed.” 


** Well, first because you were begin- 
ning to look askance at me every time I turn- 
ed down a date with some one of those fresh 
salesmen who come to the office. Ididn't 
mind their dirty looks, but--as I told you yes- 
terday, I do admire you and I didn't want you 
to go on having the opinion that I was some 
mercenary gold digger.” 


**And the reason I invited you here to 
my home to show you my wife and family is 
that I hope to convince you that there’s nothing 
wrong or vicious about what I'm doing. It--it's 
just that I like to wear women's clothes, like 
to feel silk next to my bare skin. The idea of 
a man's hands on me revolts me as nothing 
else could. Ilove my wife and children. I'm 
perfectly satisfied- -'' 


''You know,’’ Leonard butted in, ''even 


sitting here seeing you without your hair, it's 
still hard to realize. Your bust, your figure--"' 
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“Меп, my bust is made of foam rubber-- 
the same kind used by women who have suffer- 
ed surgical removals. But I have covered them 
. with this plastic fabric which so closely re- 
sembles human skin. It’s feather out, attached 
to my chest with this special adhesive and by 
drawing my shoulders forward with this gim- 
mick, I complete a perfect illusion of cleavage.” 


"Now, I wear a rubber panty girdle which 
I personally designed. It too is richly padded 
with live foam rubber, encased in that plastic 
skin and feathered up and out to nothing so that 
even wearing this sheer negligee it is impossi- 
ble to tell I have anything on. 


“бо you see that nothing has been left to 
chance to guarantee my complete acceptance 
as a woman. 1 actually feel as if I am a woman 
when wearing all this. And it. . .enables me to 
be happy.” 


‘*I--I wouldn't believe it if I hadn't seen 
it with my own eyes,’’ Leonard said, his voice 


Sounding as if it came from far away. 


“Ате you going to fire him?’’ Pearl 
blurted anxiously. 


‘Fire him?” Leonard exploded. ''Cer- 
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tainly not! Your husband’s a genius, Mrs. Ben- 
son. I just hope I can persuade him--I mean 
her to sell me the secret of his padding. We 


can start a commercial line which I know will 
sell.’ 


''You mean it, Mr. Grayson?’’ Pearl 
squealed, 


**And why shouldn't I mean it. After all, 
if this line had been available, I would have 
bought it for myself many years ago. You two 
must come to meet my wife and family, and 
Lorna, I want you to help me into the new pad- 
ding you’re going to help me construct for my- 
self before I go out to meet Mildred’s critical 
eye? Okay? 


**Why--why yes.’’ Lorna kissed his wife 
gleefully. 


“Апа by the way, you've solved another 
problem for me. You see, Гуе never wanted to 
go out in public. . .but my family is growing up 
and wouldn't understand. So, Lorna. . .just as 
soon as we make that padding and you help me 
to become accustomed to it, you stop working 
for Mr. Leonard Grayson and begin working for 
Mrs. Lenora Grayson--"” 
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"But you said your wife's name was 
Mildred,’’ Pearl protested. Then she shook 
her head as she saw and recognized the looks 
on both their faces. ''Iget it,'"" she said.''I 


don't have to have a hole drilled into my 
head.” 
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